LITTLE GIRL HAS FATAL INJURIES
BROTHER SUFFERS WOUNDS BUT WILL LIVE, IS BELIEF

TRADEGY AT ST. PETER

FARM NEAR LAKE JEFFERSON IS SCENE OF AFFAIR; PARENTS ARE FRANTIC
St. Peter, Minn., August 4 - Shot through the head, little Rose Puff-paff, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. George Puffpaff, farmer at Jefferson Lake, twelve miles east of here, is dying. Her brother, Arnold, is suffering from a bullet which grazed his heart.  He will recover.

A mother's injunction to Rose: "Put on a clean dress."
A shot, Rose, curly  haired little brunette, only ten years old, lay dying on the floor.  A moment later.  Another shot, her brother, eight years old, writhing on the floor-a bullet through his chest.  Rose was shot by a playmate, six-year-old Willie Binder, much too young for notions, or for sentiment.

Her brother fell when his father pulled the trigger.  Both accidents.
PLAYING WITH PISTOL

This much conceded, Rose will not live, physicians say.  Arnold has a chance.  Just a bare one.
Willie was playing in the bedroom.  By chance, he reached a pistol which rested on a high shelf.  Juvenile hands are not to be trusted on pistol triggers.  The gun was discharged.
Death from bleeding, physicians say, would result for Rose if they attempted to remove the bullet which penetrated her forehead and lodged in the back of her skull.

Turn back the hours.

Parents of the girl-neighbors-taking lunch in the backyard of their home, the day was warm, heard the shot.  Naturally, they should hasten to the house.  There lay the wounded girl.
Naturally a mother should become hysterical.  Naturally a grief-stricken father-abstractedly-should remove a rifle from the wall and begin to unload it.  Why should this have occurred?

Then a rifle shot, and a father, sixty years old, kneeled where his son lay, crying, "Arnold, Arnold, why should this have happened?"
In the next room his wife was trying to speak to Rosie.

Meanwhile Willie ran home-so frightened he could not speak.  At first denial-then admission he had got the gun to play with.  LeSueur authorities have begun an investigation.  Willie is too frightened to talk.  Rosie is at the office of W.W. Covell-unconscious.  Death impends.

Arnold escaped "by a miracle."  The bullet which grazed his heart passed through his left arm.  At the home of Herman Kemmits, he undoubtedly will recover.  
At the bedside of their daughter sits a mother and father-hoping.
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STRANGE ACCIDENT OCCURRED AT LAKE JEFFERSON MONDAY
ROSA PUFFPAFF DIED YESTERDAY OF PISTOL WOUND
SHOT BY BOY PLAYMATE
ARNOLD, HER SMALL BROTHER, SERIOUSLY 

WOUNDED BY RIFLE IN HANDS OF FATHER
Little Rosa Puffpaff, 10 year-old daughter of Mr. and Mrs. George Puffpaff of Lake Jefferson, lost a valiant fight for life at the Herman Kemmits home in this city yesterday morning, when she died as the result of  a bullet wound in her head sustained in a dual accident at the family home late Monday afternoon.  Little Arnold Puffpaff, shot through the left lung and arm the same afternoon by a rifle bullet, is recovering nicely.  The double shooting was one of the most tragic accidents that has ever occurred in this community.
The little girl displayed remarkable vitality, living nearly three days after a .22 caliber revolver bullet had passed through her brain.  She was brought to the offices of Dr. W.W. Covell on Monday afternoon where the wound was given immediate attention.  Her death was momentarily expected but she lingered on in a state of coma.  She was removed to the Kemmits home that night, and late Tuesday afternoon, Dr. Covell performed an operation for the removal of the bullet, which lay just beneath the skin at the base of the skull.  It entered her head at the forehead and passed through, paralyzing the child.  On Wednesday, she regained consciousness but was unable to converse with her mother.  Her mother asked her if she recognized her, and she answered, "yes."  It was her last spoken word and she sank peacefully into death at 5:27 a.m.  Her grief stricken mother kept a three-day vigil at the bedside.  She and Mrs. Kemmits, who acted as nurse, and her uncle were the only ones present when death came.
The parents were in St. Peter yesterday making arrangements for the funeral.  It will take place from the Puffpaff home on the shores of Lake Jefferson at 2:00 o'clock tomorrow (Saturday) afternoon, and at 2:30 o'clock from the German Lutheran church near Cleveland.  Rev. Thede of Le Sueur Center will officiate.
That the ways of fate are sometimes almost unbelievable is borne out by the details of the grim tragedy enacted Monday afternoon.  Mr. and Mrs. Puffpaff their daughter, Alma, and Carl Boldt, were enjoying a respite about 3:30 o'clock and were eating lunch near their home.  The four other girls and their little son and a neighbor boy, William Binder, were at play about the home.  It was a peaceful and happy scene.  The mother sent little Rosa to the house to change her dress.  A few moments later, a shot was heard, and one of the children ran out saying that her sister had been shot.
According to the disjointed story told, the children were playing in the house and in some manner obtained an old .22 caliber revolver that had been reposing on a high shelf in a bedroom closet for years.  Little William Binder, son of Mr. and Mrs. John Binder of the Cleveland community, was playing with the gun and little Rosa stood opposite and she fell to the floor.  William is only 9 years old.
The children ran outside.  There was great confusion.  Mr. Puffpaff's first thoughts were that there was a loaded rifle in the house and in the excitement of the moment, he rushed in to unload it.  He had ejected the bullets from the magazine but there was one in the barrel and the gun discharged.  By some whim of fate, the bullet sped through the open door and passed through the arm and chest of his 8-year-old son, who was standing on the porch.  It was a .22 caliber automatic rifle.

The distracted family called Dr. Covell and he rushed for the scene of the shooting.  The parents loaded the injured children in their car and started to meet him.  He met them a mile from their home and rushed the injured to his offices.
How the children obtained the revolver will perhaps never be known for they are confused by the exciting events.  Mr. Puffpaff had forgotten the gun, for it had lain for years in a paper box high up on the closet shelf.  How the children learned of it is a mystery.  How they fished it down is another.  It was not believed to be loaded, yet the children claim that they did not have bullets.  There was only one shell in the pistol, the one that sped death to little Rosa.
Mr. Puffpaff had loaded his rifle several nights before to be ready for chicken thieves, whom he believed to have been prowling about his premises on several occasions.  He had it placed high above the children's reach.

Sheriff Hugo Bolke of Le Sueur county investigated the tragedy immediately but there is no one to blame.  He pronounced it purely an accident, the most sensational he had ever witnessed.  Both the Binder and Puffpaff families, needless to say, are grief stricken, but it was fate.  Little William Binder, who fired the fatal shot, was hysterical for several days  He ran home as fast as his little legs could carry him after the shooting and told his mother.  The families have been close friends for years, and William had gone over to the Puffpaff home to get his sweater and to play with his chum, Arnold.
At this writing, there is every reason to hope for Arnold's full recovery unless unforeseen complications develop. He regained consciousness soon after being treated by Dr. Covell Monday night and has been convalescing rapidly.  The bullet made a clean wound through the chest and arm.  No bones were shattered.  He had a miraculous escape, however, for the missile just grazed his heart.  He is being tenderly cared for at the Kemmits home and will remain there until he is sufficiently recovered to return home.
Rosa, who will be buried tomorrow, was born on the Le Sueuer county farm on July 17th, 1915.  She attend the schools there and was a favorite with her playmates.  She is survived by her parents, four sisters and one brother.  The sisters are Alice, and the triplets, Marie, Lucille and Alma, and the brother is Arnold.
The Puffpaff family has the sincere sympathy of the entire community in their grief.  They are numbered among the respected residents of the Lake Jefferson community and have a host of friends who join with the Herald in extending condolences.
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